BIKDING  LIST  NOV  1 


LONDON  :  ORLANDO  HODGSON,  10,  CLOTU  FAIR,  WEST  SMITHFIEL©. 


Who  kiU'd  Cock  Robin  1 
I,  said  the  Sparrow,  with  my  bow  and  arrow : 
1  kiird  Cock  Robin. 


Who  saw  him  die? 
I,  said  the  Fly,  with  my  little  eje; 
I  saw  him  die. 


Who  caught  his  blood'? 
I,  said  the  Fish,  with  my  little  dish: 
I  caught  his  blood  1 


Who  made  his  shroud  7 
I,  said  the  Beetle^  with  my  thread  and  needle, 
I  made  his  shroud. 


Who  will  b©  the  parson? 
I,  said  the  Hook,  with  my  little  book: 
1  will  he  the  parson. 


Who'll  carry  him  to  the  grave? 
I,  «ays  the  Kite,  if  it's  not  in  the  night: 
ni  carry  him  to  the  grave. 


Who'll  carry  the  link  ? 
I,  Baid  the  Linnet,  Til  fetch  it  in  a  minute: 
111  carry  the  link. 


Who'll  be  chief  mourner? 
I,  iaid  the  Dove, — I  mourn  for  my  lore: 
I'll  be  chief  mourner. 


Who'll  sing  a  psalm? 
I,  said  the  Thrush,  as  he  stood  in  the  bush  : 
rU  sing  a  psalm. 


^V^honI  toll  the  bell! 
I,  said  the  Bull,  because  I  can  pull  ? 

So,  Cock  Robin,  farewell! 


By  arrow  wounded,  social  Redbreast  dies, 
A  corpse  before  yon,  here  the  warbler  lies: 
No  more  he'll  strain  his  little  tender  throat, 
The  ear  to  charm  with  his  sweet  plaintive  note ; 
No  more  his  wings  against  the  window  beat. 
From, Winter's  frown  to  gain  a  snug  retreat ; — 
No  more  he'll  seek  to  find  the  scattered  crumb, — 
The  Sparrow's  wrath  has  struck  poor  Robin  dumb  ; 
The  pretty  bird  has  yielded  up  his  breath, 
And  rests  in  peace,  clasped  in  the  arms  of  death. 
A  ll  those  who  are  to  Innocence  a  friend. 
Must  mourn  Cock  Robin's  fate  and  tragic  end. 
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